On Hobo's Wings : Cedar Hill

Well I'm Standing in line on Mi...sion Road..
It's no place... to be but I've got no were to go.
My hands are... to the heavons and I say please oh lord.
I'm three days of hungry and their closing... the doors.

Well the fire light is burning and my body... it's full
and it's all that holds me untill I fall once more.
In my ca...rd board mansion I'll drea...m of a place
were he holds me... in his arms and wipes the tears... from my face.

Chorus:
	And the mee...k shall inherit and the hungry... shall be fed
	and were is the place... I'd like to go to... instead?
	I'm do...wn on my knees. Let the an...gels sing.
	And Take... me home... on hobo's... wings

Well the freight train... it's ready... and I don't have to hide
for I've pai...d the cost... with the ride... of my life...
and I'm riding the rails... for the very last time...
He's sending me home... and into... the li...ght...

Chorus:
	And the mee...k shall inherit and the hungry... shall be fed
	and were is the place... I'd like to go to... instead?
	I'm do...wn on my knees. Let the an...gels si...ng...
	And Take... me home... on hobo's... wings

	Take... me home... on hobo's... wings....
